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“S’Matter, Pop?"__m B N CAERR.)
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by The Presa Pubibhing Co,
New York World),

M. Jarr Finds the True
Artistic Temperament.

Oopyright, 1012,
(The

“YDU don't remember me, Mr.
Jarr?" mald a rather over-
dreseod young man us Mr. Jarr
ptopped by the window of a nalghbor-
ing drug store 1o watch a shabby man
sitting thereln and hucking at a stick of
woold with a raror.

“Yhy, no'' replled Mr Jarr,
have the ndvantage of me.'

The young man thersupon produced an
altminum card care, from which he se.
locted m printed card that bore the
legend:

*You

BIDNEY SLAVIXN,
Booked in "The Big Time" aa |
“PThe Funny Maginmis!"
Featuring Bloteh & Bloomer's
Ragtime Riot,
“Phe oy Gorllla Gllde!
-

“That doesn't wise you?' asked the
young man as Mr, Jarr puzzied oves the
eard. “You don't gt mo at all?"*

Mr. Jarr fumbled with the bit of
pasteboard and tried to remember,

“Don’'t fold the card, please.” sald the
young man; it puts ‘'em on the bum.
Amd, pow you've reasd it, you don't ne«d
i, Bo please let me have it back."

He rubbed the card with his handker.
chipf and returntd it to the aluminum
cane,

“They cost fifty ¢<nts a hundred with
the holder,” he whiled, “and If a guy
gets them back every time he oan a hun-
dred will last the season.'

“"You're Mr. Siavinsky's oldest hoy,
aren't you?' asied Mr. Jarr, noting
now, bexidas this tradt of thrift, a cor-
taln family resemblancs to the nelgh-
vorhood glazler,

"Yes, bhut the old gink will be a
greenhorn ti1l the last md ries,” satd

young man,
mﬂ. waw looking through the cards
with a oritical glanoce,

“You wsee,” he added, explaining his
golicitude, ‘I keep the clean ones under-
peath, for & guy has to be careful not
o allp a live wire a monnker broad that
neads dry cleaning. The mussy ones
will get over where a boob dossn't know
Ihat a refined party’'s card ought to
13 clean. And I pave you one of the
under ones by mistake.”

“Tout pre on the stage, T understand?*

Mr. Jarr, acoepting s classifica-
tlom without blinking. “You're slhging
at the nickelodeon down the streel, 1
hasxd."”

\ o¥ep, I'm playing amall time to ohige
@ friend becauss I pull business on ac-
kount of belng a local favorite” sald
the young man

1 know this jobble in here he con-
inted, tapping at the window with lis
‘afe where ths shabby man was now

| iotist and handeuft king™'

Aurning 4 sign that read, "I Wil Now

o

Dull the Taror,” to one reading, 1
Will Now Sharpen the Razer WHh the
Diamandette Strop.”

“I knew this guy when he was a
‘harss,'* he conchuded,

Mr. Jarr regandd the razor strop de-
monstrator with more Interest,

*“Sure, he was a “horse’ with '‘Egmaont,
of the Evil Eye., you know, the hyp-

Mz Jars didn't know, but he eald;

“Why, ves"

“"He snesesd when he was bolng fed
red popoer and erabbed Egmont's act
In Wilkes-Barre, two seasons ago,, and
got bincklisted, Next | seen him was
when 1 was enckler for a Snake Eating
act with the Eiks' Falr and Street Car-
nivid at Grafton, W. Va. He was being
buried alive then.*

“Puried allve?™' echoed Mr. Jarr,

“Sure!" sald the nelghbor's son,
“You know? A ‘horss' fakes & trance
and is put to &leep In the window of
the lending dry gooda store on Maln
strest, Hoobhaburg. Then when the dips
~for It's often only a stnll for the dlp
privilege -has frieked all the fly gobhlers
on Maln streol 11l there'a & roar about
it, he's taken out and burled alive at
the Falr Grounds with a glass topped
chiite to look down through. Then the
Hirams come pouring in, and all the
simps from the farming districts, and
the dips make a clean up. Then they
work another big roar through the bet-
tor clasg of citizens and the subject is
dug up befors the experiment can be
carried out, But this poor lob In here
goty rheumatism from  belng  buried
allve, and after boosting on the outside
and shilling around the other carnival
showa for hls scofMin, and not making
good, 18 told to blow. And here he Ia
woosting a face loe compound,'

“Do vou mean to tell me fake hyp-
notle feata are pulled off In country
towns simply to gather erowds for plok-
pockets?" asked Mr. Jarr.

“You got me,* sald the young citisen
of the world, ""And a jobble llke this,
a hick with nothing, !s what hurts the
show business'" ha ndded, bitterly,

“The amuaement world suffers from
thelr incuralons, then”' asked Mr. Jarr.

“It's enough to make a guy wani to
Jaave the show business flat,’” sald the
voung man, “What's the business o~
ing to? Dutlon-hole makers, running
ahow shops, jobblea llke this doing four
a day, Gee! It's enough to make a real
actor quit and go to work'”

And voung Mr. Slavinsky borrowed &
clgartte and stalked gloomlily home to
wUpper.

Betty Vincent's

Advice t

o Lovers

«Sidewatk Etiquette.””

to do with

VWhen walking

ludy at croasngs,
e valuwlile.

Bﬁiy
Too Young.

I ALY Cwelt
plxteen recelve presents and perlous pt-
tontdons from B man of thirty-five?"

| You arme rathor too young for “sarious |

|attentione’ from anybody.

! . L owerites: “What would ha an

msropriate, not too expenaive birthday
£ for my swortheast?"

Flowers are always suitable, or a box |

«f candy.

. L writes: 'l quarrelled with
eneg young man amnd am now sngaged 1o
anotiier, But the firat tells his friends

"u:. still cures for me. Do you think 1
gaould Flve up the second and try to
win back the Nrat?”

Not if you love the man to whom you
prg new engaged?’ If you dom't love
him, don't marry him. Your love muat
be the deciding faotor.

M.\ NY of you writs to me asking questions whioh have

There ate not a
with this, but there are some which are generally ubserved.
1 am golng to give y o 4 few of the most Lnportant,

wiyh takes the side next 1o the ourb,
It s not now costomary for a 1ady to take & gentle-
man'a amn when walking In the
ment s ey or uneven enough to
A mgentleman should be careful

When a lady and gentleman mect on the street, the
lady vows firsl, to (ndledte whether or not she wishes to recognize him.

“Ehontd s gl of |Birl twlce and she has refused me. Hhall

what T may call “sldowalk otiquette.”
large number of rules conneocted

with a lady or ladles, & gentleman al-

#treet, unless the pave-
make walking diMoult
not to hurry ahead of o

pae It la there that his assistance may

B, R owrltes: T have propossd to &
1 ask her agaln?™'

It would do no harm.
sometimes wins,

Peralstence

YB. L' writes: “For two months a
young man paid me attention, and then
two Sunday evenings In sucocsssion oalled

| on another girl
think he cares for?’
He s probably just good friends with
! you both,
I| "8, A" writea: "My only oblection
to my Nances |s that when I reproach
| fiar for bolng childish she becomes In-
dlgnant and will not speak for some
minutes, How shall [ corre2t her of
this habit?™

Making the
Best of Yourself |

By Eleanor Clapp !

Whiol of us do you |

Copyright, 102, Iy The Press Pub!

HOW NOT TO DRESS.

HY good looking women
perslst 1n making thems
felven as uly as they can
Is something [ never
could understand,” wsald

an artist friend to me recently,

“I thought {s was the other way,” 1
replled thoughtlessly., “Don't they usi-
atly spesd all the money of husband or
father that they can lay hands on In
puying clothes and fal-lals to make
them look pretty ™

My trieml regarded me soort fully: and,
without speaking a word, polnted at o
woman who wos walking In front of us
1 lookad at her—one look was enough.
She had a shape that strongly Inclined
to what soma penple polliely call *‘em-
bonpolnt” It was oncased In n short
jhoket and a very tight skirt, fitted so
closelr that her figire formed a serien
of ugly bulges. And to cap the climnx
a luge hat was worn so far down on
her head that it made hor look as If she
Aid not possess much a thing as a neck,
An we passed them I notleed that her
companton was a  pile, anaermic girl
wearing a bright purple hat and dress
that made her skin look sallow and
withered,

1 also sald nothing, This ohject len-
son was snough. In my heart T agreed
thoroughly with my friend,

Now, while mome women ares born with
a “feeling'” for dress, just as a Kreat
artlat 18 born with a feeling for color,
and seem 1o ktow by Instinet exactly
what smilis them, the great majority
lack this happy faculty. Every woman
can make the hest or the worst of her-
self according 1o the amount of thought
and Intelligence she expends on the sub-
Jeet,

Looking pretty well or even well
dressed, for that matter, depends to a

—_ T T ———— = — —
Fellowship.
Y tha red blood in an artery,
B Or the blue blood in a vein--
By the brute steength In o musele
Or the gray cells In a braln—
We are prone to sit in Judgment
On-the passing caravan,
And denominmte some mortal
In the coterie—a Man,

But there is another standard,
Taught by Him wheoe preached of oM,
And It \n not hased on talents,

Nor subservient to guld;

And It binds poor humans closer

In its sympathelic atraln

Than the red blood in an artery,

Or the blue blond in a veln!

~Ralplt M. Thomeson in Independant.

ishing Co, (The New York Warld),
much grester oxtent than fs usually
Imagined on knowing just how to do i

Fabl

By Sophie

Everyday Folks

es of

Irene Loeb

Copyright, 1012, by The Prem Pub

THE HUMAN SPONGE.

We all possess cortain beautiss of facy
and figures that may be developed or not, |
ne we choose,

It you really want to make the best
of yourself, make a friend of your mir
ror and don't be afrald to Jook It saunre
In the face. Critlelas yourselt as If sou
were a stranger. This s not vanity, |
s only common sense, Recofnize yous
defects, but do not let them depress you
Sst to work sensibly to discover Just
what you can do to remedy them,

Is your face too fat?* A sultable colf-
fure will make it look much thinner and
more refined.  Ar
meagre? Thers are certaln styles you
must aveld whils others will prove maonsg
becoming, Is your complexion inelined
o ba sallow® Always wear tha rlght
color and your facs will look rosler—and
o It goes,

It Is the alm of these articien 1o glve
A little much nesded help to the woman
(’ﬂhn i= trying to make the best of her-

relf.

your outlines too |

NUCE upon a time thers was a
O man, That Is, he was a o
condant of Adam, Yet theve aro

one oF two atirle
butes that conxil
tute the mianly
man, whishi he had
not bean horn
with, acquired or
had  thrust  anei
him,

But he
few characteria-
tles that were his,
reemingiy, to have
and to hold unth

. SOPHIEL TRENE death did him
| "~ LOLB part from them
They weres summed up in one word
SONGE,

What s a sponge? Says the di-tlon-
ary; ‘Eponge: one who llves upon

others; parasite.*

“*The body of Lthe sponge,"’ says Haeckel,
“ta the truest form of universal emi-
ihryn to be found. All animal ife sevins

[

Sizing Up the Nations' Armies. |

L

1

™

lowlng flgures are practieally eorrect
up to the present hour:

Germany's total force Is 1,881,000 men;
Russia's 1,000,000 (the fact that Ger-
many's “‘reserves,’”’ apart from her
standing army, number 1,221,000 to Rus-
sia's 700,000 gives the former natlon a
werialn  supromacy In enumeration);
France, L3000, Austria, %1.m00; Fng-
land, 72,0, Itniy (before the recent In-
crease), 686,00; Japan, 6100m; China,

'm. RUSEIA  FRANDE. AUSTARIA

GREAT BINTAIM ITALY JARAN CHINA USY

HE saqldiers In the accompanys

 Ing diagram from the Sphere
have been drawn on a Scale
uf 400000 men to the Inch; to
pleture the strength (in reg-
ulnrn and roserves) of the varfous great
natlon's armies.

Since the diagram was drawn Tialy
has greatly Inereased her army, so that
now Wt excesds that of Great Rritaln
in foree of numbers, Otherwise the fol-

BNO00,  and the United States, 156,000,
The U'nited States tolal 1s mads up of
MO pegudars and 1600 milititamen

In the sxtraardinary completencsa of
organiention, &o., termany s mid to
excel, while France's arttllery service lu
regnrided as perhaps the hest on earth
Our own army Is sakd 1o have incroased
in size proportlonntely durlng the past
twonty vears moro rapldly than that of
any Buropean natlon,

LT T Y

lishing Co, (The New Tork World), I

to start from about the HAME basis,
and as things progress they move off
here and thers In different directlons.
HBome fall vietims to arrested develop-

menl, and bheecon.e clams, others are
LORBSTERS

This In the process of fes some svolve
mors than others, according to that

which they reach out to (GET and
amve

But this human  sponge man, too,
renciusl out to get all he could: but
Rave NOTHING, Oh, yes, he gave sonis-
thlng—his company and his critielam,
Hut thervln lles the fable

For lnstance. e was posssssed of a
litle income which some relative had
It lilm, and he was always complain-
Ing that It was not B enough, He
would ba tnvited (o & musical evening,
woull go nto ruplures aw 1o the heav-
enly sirnine, the perfoct technique, ete.,
but wonld confide to a friend “liow
bored e had been,'

He would call on his lady acqualnt-
ances, ENJOY thelr comforiable par-
lors, mect thelr frienda—yet ha would
fnever think of Inviting THEM to an
svening that HE might give.

1is would spend a pleasant evening at
& little card party or o dance, snNToss
the ATTBENTION of one particular
young woman perhaps for the whols
evening; yet at the homegolng time he
would hurriedly Lid nls hostess good-
by and depart ALONE; perchance for
fear of a cab fee.

Of course he could go on In thia way,
for he knaw how to protect the sloventh
commandment, “Thou ashalt not be
found out,” which 18 an absorbing qual-
Ity of the sponge.

dinner party, his hostess belng a new
acqualntance

As usuml, he departed quickly—with
s rompany and hils CRITICIAM. It
wasn't kindly eritlclsm,. But thls time
him eriticism dkd not fall on deaf sars
The eleventh commandment wans brolen.
He wis valled to ACCOUNT by the
| man to whom he made the eriticism.
| Tha credlt glile of the ledger stopped
figuring and he figured up very SMALL
| In the process—very small indesd. For
once At least he saw  himaoll as
OTHBRS saw him. For once he faced
a4 MAN'S man For man wants but
Mtle here below, but wants that [ittle
MANLY

[lig name bacame lost on soms of the
vishting lste, Porbhaps Lo Jonrned o los- |
| won and EVOLVED & point from the
wponge *LAE.
| MORALS A HITMAN BEPONGE MAY
'MEPART WITIH IS COMPANY, BUT
"HHOULD KEEP HIS CRITICLISM.

. e — - —

. Schooldays «

Find *Patches’” and
Follow th: String!

wEREe ) @ By Dwig

Now FateY; R
\‘00 l‘! » .n.. "“ '
Have PROBABLY READ

THAT SIGE ABWT THE

FRee FEEO , AnD AT
tNopM TWEY'LL ALL
Come Rushme In B
EAT- AMD AT 12
pelocK EXALTLY,
Tie MNUTE HAND
wWiLL PULL Tie ;T'MB,
DRoP The AX

cur ™e Rore- LET
Twe WEIGHT FALL od
The BUGS AWD

DesTRoY THEM
OME AHD

l You'd better correct yoursell and stop
teasing her

FIRLE CLASS

18T v» & PARSLEY ,

GRammeRr LFz2on
DECLIAG * To BAT
fecvn THARE AmT  wulin om [l

CAR Yoo PARTACIPLE  (xThe MoousT
[z A Nown Thew oR A Tie Time}

WiicH [ KORRECT? NIT,You Boce!
ok “NoT on ‘1R TNTiFEl* ?

Rourd Ty | was
DizzY I FEEL
LiME | Leoked

dfr

I named Mo Arthur;

|
One Soclety Thurslay he went to &

|

| (Copyright, 1001, by 3. By Ldgptinentt Company )
BYNOPAIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERR

| Smith, & Was * who  alweie

| refers to himeell omes Y A
el lonke (hat

“had _man,
Mo Amith "
i a8 wort af fronitier botel,

widow of & white man

T bs hept by & smyuaw, the

nml';lvh'mm The sguan s ball eeed davigh
ter,  Huale, iustinctively  bates  Rmith hhwr
wuests &t the ranch are an eceentrie litle selentis

his  loquscious guide,  Tulibs,
hora Marstmll, & preily sobool (eacher from ithe

Lant, and seeeral Tndiane and frosileranes, They
1 ¥ ol White A lt:rgl:.

are &t Ve

an Imdlan, who Jived thers, Ih, on

to the ranch, has mosdered Widte Antelope and
robibes] hia vy, The sguaw disorers the secret,
|l»n savs nothing, Smith falls h-qu-" fn love
with v, Wit be fries 0o bikde Dis feelings and,
or pelicy ‘e sake, makss fove to the sguaw,
| promises to marry bim et him man
mnch Smith ares Pors's  Interest e
| wolves to seform him. As (his seeins to be the
I first whep to winning her jove he saperly Indorses
]n.- hilem, As ther am [ they
see a throong of Indians pasuing MoArthye, who
| teaibes the Ml just ahead of thein

CHAPTER V.
(Continned, )

[ Smit) and the Schoolmarm.
HITE ANTELOPE is dead

‘ ‘ In & guleh!'™ erlad his ac-
cumora, "“He Is shot to
pleces—tiere, thare, eavery-
where!*

A murmur of angry emasement
arose.  White Antelops, the kindly,
peaceable Cree, who had not an enemy
in tha reservation!

“Thia I dreadful'” declared MeArthur,
“Pellave me'—he turned to them al—
“l had bul found the ocorpse myself
when thess men rode up, The Indian
wan cold; ha certalnly had besn dead
for hours, Besides,” he dJdemanded,
“what powaible motive oould | have?

“Them as likea lettin' blood don't need
‘& motive' The sneering wvoilce waa
amith'a,
| "But you, sir. met um on the hill. You
| know the direction from which we
came, "

“It's emsy enough to cirche.™

"Hut why should I go back?* eried
MoArthur,

““They way there's that that' draws
folks back for another look."
| Smith’s Insinuations, the stand he
took, had fta efMeot upon the Indiana
who, hot for revenge, needed only thia
to confrm (helr suspicions. One of the
Indinis aon horsesback began to uncoll
Il rawhide spddie-rops, All save Mee
Arthur understood the significance of
the action, They meant to tie him hand
and fout and take him to the Agemovy,
with blows and ineults plantifaul en
Toute.

They edged closer to him, gvery sav-
Age Inptinct uppermaost, thelr faces dark
and menacing. MeArthur, his eyes
Aweoping the airole, feit that he had not
one friend, not one, In the motlay,
threatening orowd, fast dosing in upos
him: for Tubbm, hearing himself indl-
rectly Included in the accusation, had
disereetly, and with perceptible haste,
withdrawn

The Indlan swung from his saddle,
ropo In hand, and advanced upon Me-

who

Hus'a dartad from the cirgls, her fiaah-
ing eyen looking more curfously at varl-
anca than ever with her tawny akin.

“No, nn, Running Rabbit!"  Hhe
puwhad him mently backward with her
nonger-tips upon his chest,

Thers was a murmur of protast from
the orowd, and it seemad to ming her
ke & spur. Susle was not ascustomaed
to disapproval. #he turned to whers
the murmurs cams loudest—from he
white grub-liners, who wers ‘sager lor
axcitameant.

“Who ars vou,” #ha cried, “that you
should be mo quick to accuse this
wiranger? You, Arkansaw HRed, that
skipped from Kansas for killin' a nlg-
gor! You, Jim Padden, that rhot &
shoep-harder In cold blood! You, Banjo
Johneon, that's hidin' out this minuts'
Don't you all be so darned anxious fo

waltin' somewhers for your own neoks!

step towsrd them. “The man that

o the Agency can tAkes his blankets |

| than him!"

Jof ni el

swlong at ths msame time, for thara'1l!

e |

Arthur with unmistakable purpose; but '
e A4 not rench the little sclantist, for

hang another man, when there's & FoRo. g, gujenly through his epread fin.
“And lemme tell you"-—she tonk n|"

|are down; tliey nre heavy—so. You all
know that he came from the great Cree
joountry with my father, and he has
told us many thnes storlos of the bis
|nnrth woolds, whers they hunted and
trapped. You Kknow how he watehed
|me when T was little, and sat with hie
| hand upon my head when 1 had the Big

(fever. Ho wan like no one sise to me
|n:;nt my father, He was wise and
i .

[ I roul kUl with my own hand the

man who killeq White Antelope. 1 want
lhla blood ae much as you. I'd ks 1o
[#ea a staka Ariven through his black
heart on Whita Antelope’s grave. Sut
let us not ha oo qulck beosuse the hate
In fot In us. My heart tells me that the
white man talks stralght. Ter us walt
=walt until we find the right one, and
when we do we will punish In our own
way. You hear? In our own way!"

Smith understoo. something of her
ploa, and for the second ume he pald
hefﬂ;:‘urln tribube.

3 na game kid all right," he sald
to himaself, and a half-formed plan for
utlifzing her gamoness begesn to take
definite ahnpe,

That ahe had wom he knew befors
Running fabbit recolled his rops, After
A moment's talk among themselves, the
Indiane went to hiteh the horses to the
ww-:_. to bring White Antelope's body

.

Bmith was well aware that he had
only to point to the saddle blanket, the
barest adem of which showed bensath
the lsather skirta of MoArthur's saddle,
o make Busie’'s Impassioned defenne |n
valn, Why he 4id not he waa not him-
velf sure. Porhaps it was bBbecavss he
Hiked the hﬂ-‘:! + of knowlne
that he held t o of the demplac!
bug-hunter in the hoNow of his hand; or
perhaps It wae beontiss It would serve
his purpose better to make the acous-
tlon later.

One thing was ecertain, however, and
that was that he had mnot held his
tongue through eny for
MoArthuar,

CHAPTER VI.
The Great Secret.

T was the day they buried
White Antelope that Bmith
approached Yelow DBind, a
Plegan, who was among e
Indians paying visits of M-
definite length to the

'aM ranch. “Pddle” Yollow Bind, he wan
called at the Hlackfoot mission, where
he had leamed to read and write—

'though he would never have bewn ous-
nected of thesa aconmplishments, e
tn all appearances he was & “Dlamlon
Tndian.

Hmith spolee the Plegun tongue slmost
aa fluently as his own, 50 he and Yellow
Bird quickly became compadres. relating
to each othar storiea of their
of horwes they had run off, of eattle
had gtolen, and bhinting, Indian Sashdon,
| with sisniocant Intonations and panses,
at crimes of greater magnitude.

“How a;au-n-nm.m B
"“;uk.:v-ld Yellow Bivdd
o e B e Tea

"It womid be etronger ¥ you had pd
meat In your stomach,” Sraith suggedted
mlenifcantly.

“The bacon ig net for Tndisee/™ ageesd
Yellow Bied.

“Hut the woman would have no eabtie
1aft ¥ ahe killed only her own beet."

“Many people stop here—stranges asd
friends.” Yellow Rird admitted,

““Mhere o planty on the range.™ Salih
ooked towand the Dar C eandh.

“Hers In & dog on the trail, thet st
man, when his catte are stolen,” Tellow
HiM replied douhtfully,

“I've doge—me, Smib—wien
they got 4n my way. Yellow are
¥ou a woman, that you are

“Waolf Robe, who stole oty & ealf,
sita Hke te"—Yellow BRird at

(L)
“You have talked with the forked
tongus, Yellow Bird. You are not & Ple

Hete & finger to take thls Bug-hunier | .5 oy of the great Blackfoot nation:

you are a woman, Your favhers killed
men; you are afradd to kill cattle.'” Bmith

never bo a bunk or A seal At the tnhle o th s on nem contetnptuously.

for him on this ranch as long as he
Hvean Whera's your proof  againet
this bug-huntar® You t Arng u;
man off without something agalnet |
hinr—{unt Because You want to hang
sometody '
Bomy
her attention;
and, with ler
an ahe pointad wt
erfed shrilly
“YWhy [I'd sooner think you a4 1t,

wound from Smith sttracted
whe wheelad upon him,
thin arm outstretehed
Lim In scorn, she

as not mo much as the Nlcker
whid from Smith

I know you'd saonor think T aid (e
than MWim,'” sa'd. plaving upon the
wiowrd You'd ke to mes got my
neck atrotohad

Hin hravsdao, .
| his protectior

Al linve

she retoarted fuciouuly
Turning from nlm to the TnfMans, her
veles dropped, the Sardh langakes tak-
i o the soft actont of the squinws as
Ao spoke 10 them N thelr onn tongun,
LAawe many halfhracds peldom
ndmitiest that she pltiior undarstood or

Wi spenk the loblan language. She
hoad an nmusiig fashilon of referring
pViegy 1o her relatives as “those Injune,”
but now, with hands outstreiched, she
pleaded

“Wa are all Indlans togother In this.

There

he
e
v

v insalencs, was

the chanat!™

Susle

“My heart |s aa sirong as yours 1
am ready”

It was dusk when Smith returned
ard held out a blood-stalned flour sack
to the squaw

"L A two-year ole*

The wquaw's eves sparkied. Ah, this
was s It should be. Her man pro-
vided for her; he brought her meat o
eut.  lie waa clover and brave, for it
was other men's meat he brought her
Lo cat

“I'd do more nor this for you, Pralrie
Flower,” and, laying his hand upon
her shoulder, he pressed It with his
finger tUps

“say, but that's great lver!" Tubbs
reachod half the length of the tahle
and helped himaelf a third time, **That
'‘d made a4 man fght s grandmother.
Who butchered i?'

“Me," Sadth answered.

It tastes ke siow el sald Bunle.

“Maybe you ouxhtn’t to eat It i
vou're showed the hide,” Bmith sug
grates!

“Maybe 1 oughtn't,” Susle retorted.
“1dldn't see any freal hide a-hangin' on
the fenwce, We ulways hang our hides'

"l never hangs my hides 1 outs ‘el
up in strips and bralds ‘em into threw-
ropes, It's safer'

The grub-Uners laughed at the Infer

frienda of White Antelope! Our hearts

ence which Sadth so coolly Implled,
\To Bas Continued.)
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